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and the long, silent, sliding step, should be thought
slightly mad, was not immediately apparent. He
seemed only at first sight a little more taciturn and
inert than the other villagers. But the village had
its reasons. Silindu slept with his eyes open like
some animals, alad very often he would moan, whine,
and twitch in his sleep like a dog; he slept as lightly
as a deer, and would start up from the heaviest sleep
in an instant fully awake. When not in the jungle
he squatted all day long in the shadow of his hut,
staring before him, and no one could tell whether
he was asleep or awake. Often you would have to
shout at him and touch him before he would attend
to what you had to say. But the strangest thing
about him was this, that although he knew the jungle
better than any man in the whole district, and
although he was always wandering through it, his
fear of it was great. He never attempted to explain
or to deny this fear. When other hunters laughed
at him about it, all he would say was, "I am not
afraid of any animal in the jungle, no, not even of
the bear or of the solitary elephant (whom all of
you really fear), but I am afraid of the jungle."
But though he feared it, he loved it in a strange,
unconscious way, in the same unconscious way in
which the wild buffalo loves the wallow, and the
leopard his lair among the rocks. Silent, inert,